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wrapped in the splendor of the setting- sun. The Byzantine towers stood boldly out like mighty sentinels against the ruddy, western sky. With dusk Molfetta began to fade until it died away in f the soft hues of the evening skies. I was leaving Mol-fetta destined to be hers no more!
The Angela was bound for Fiume, a city which of late has acquired international fame. On the way we stopped at various ports either to avoid un-favorable weather or to take on provisions. The first place we dropped anchor at was a natural cove of unsurpassing beauty. A great rocky arm en-closed the waters so completely as to make the sea without wholly invisible. Surrounding it like a crown was a range of high mountains. On their summit, the trees lifted their heads to the breeze, while below the waters were wholly tranquil, save for the gentle ripples made by the fishes jumping here and there. Off in the distance was the only sign of life: a fisherman's little hut on a small beach. It was one of Nature's beauty spots, and its virgin freshness and rugged grandeur left an undying impression upon my boy-soul.
The awe-inspiring phenomenon of the mirages of the Dalmatian Coast left also a never-effaced impression. No childish dream could possibly paint a more fairy-like picture. The innumerable little islands of that coast, with the few trees rising on their crests, and the small fishing and merchant She made me a small iniittreHs nnt!
